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Presented  by  THE  SENIOR  CLASS 


of  the  AMHERST  HIGH  SCHOOL 


AMHERST,  MASSACHUSETTS 


FOREWORD 


I his  year  the  editors  have 
tried  to  make  the  Gold  Bug  a book 
which  will  preserve,  not  only  the  mem- 
ories of  our  experiences  in  the  High 
School,  but  also  the  other  pleasant  asso- 
ciations we  have  had  in  Amherst.  In 
this  project,  as  in  so  many  others  since 
our  freshman  year,  we  have  enjoyed 
the  friendly  direction  and  willing  co- 
operation of  Miss  Mildred  A.  Weeks. 

cWtMiam.  C.  J4o£dtaux?ntk, 


Editor-in-Chief. 
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DEDICATION 


Jn  appreciation  of  his 
patient  ivork  here  among  us,  coupled  with 
careful  guidance  and  helpful  assistance  to 
the  students  of  Amherst  High,  tee  the 
class  of  193  8 dedicate  this  year  book  to 


cVKln.  Steotfant  A.  Sea44 


Whose  splendid  ivork  as  our  advisor  and 
counsellor  during  our  school  years  shall 
remain  with  us  long  after  we  have  entered 
upon  life’s  broader  paths. 


Class  of  193  8. 


fVKln.  Steuxmt  J\.  Sea&4 


Principal’s  Letter  to  the  Class  of  1938 : 


FfLany  of  you  are  finishing  your  formal  school  training  now. 
I hope  you  will  all  bear  in  mind  that  your  education  is  only 
well  begun.  No  man  finishes  his  education  till  death  (if  then). 
Your  choice  is  not  between  more  education  and  none,  but  be- 
tween kinds  of  education.  I hope  you  will  see  to  it  that  you 
are  among  those  admirable  citizens  who  use  the  materials  avail- 
able to  them:  colleges,  training  schools,  libraries,  newspapers, 
magazines,  the  radio,  conversation  and  thought, — in  the  most 
effective  way.  Results  in  living,  in  service  to  one’s  fellows,  are 
important;  degrees  are  not. 

We  have  helped  you  to  this  point,  sometimes  even  in  spite 
of  yourselves.  From  now  on  it  becomes  your  responsibility  to 
choose  the  paths  you  will  follow.  Remembering  that  the  way  is 
hard  for  those  who  would  go  far,  I wish  you  not  "Good  Luck,” 
not  a "Peaceful  Voyage,”  but  rather  "Successful  Struggles”! 


Ralph  W.  Haskins 


fVKln.  (Ralph  ^W.  <Ha&kirv6i 
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FROM  ROOM  SIX 

( With  apologies  to  Edgar  Allan  Poe) 


In  a mood  quite  sentimental — which  was  simply  incidental 


To  an  annual  occasion  that  we  teachers  can’t  prevent — 

I sat  soberly  reflecting,  and,  by  reasoning,  rejecting 

Every  circumstance  arousing  my  emotions  strangely  pent. 

For  it  stirs  a teacher’s  feeling  when  the  end  of  school  is  stealing 
Classes  so  appealing  in  that  teacher’s  firmament. 

Soon  that  mood  so  sentimental  found  an  answer  in  the  gentle, 

Early,  summer  mantle  of  the  fragrance  on  the  air 

When  it  through  the  window  carried  to  the  place  where  I had  tarried — 

(Just  behind  the  desk  I’d  tarried)  in  that  empty  classroom  there; 

And  the  atmosphere  so  teeming  with  perfume  soon  set  me  dreaming 
Of  a garden  bright  and  gleaming,  of  sweet  flowers  fresh  and  fair. 

There,  by  happy  transformation,  was  a beautiful  creation — 

Not  a hint  or  a suggestion  of  the  room  I’d  known  before. 

Nothing  was  there  now  that  mattered,  with  bright  blossoms  gaily  scattered, 

And  the  aisles  were  paths  laid  neatly  with  "Briggs  Stepping  Stones”  of  lore! 

So  I walked  among  the  flowers,  on  the  books,  beneath  the  bowers 

While  my  heart  filled  up  with  memories  that  came  crowding,  more  and  more. 

For  what  is  there  more  alluring,  or,  to  me,  more  reassuring 
Than  a memory  enduring  of  a class  that  was  first-rate! 

Who’ll  deny  I saw  sweet  traces,  in  the  flowers,  of  the  faces 

Making  merry  in  my  classes  where  they’d  sat  so  much  of  late! 

Now  the  bouquet  in  my  study,  always  fresh,  and  always  ruddy, 

Is  a picture  of  each  "buddy”  in  the  Class  of  Thirty-Eight. 

O you  folk  so  realistic,  with  your  graph  and  your  statistic, 

Hearken  to  a little  mystic,  who  with  fancy  loves  to  dwell. 

Just  one  hour  of  pleasant  dreaming  will  unmask  the  farce  and  seeming 
Of  your  world  all  "hot  and  bothered”  under  keen  ambition’s  spell, 

And  the  stars  are  all  the  brighter,  and  our  hearts  all  are  the  lighter 
For  that  hour  we  have  chosen  to  pick  daisies  in  the  dell. 


Mildred  A.  Weeks. 
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John  How  Donaldson 


Vice-President 

William  Curtis  Holdsworth 


Secretary-T  reasurer 

Virtue  Bowerman  Hatch 
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Sesu&iA. 

19  38 


Julia  Margaret  Adamites 
Ever  the  same. 


Robert  Clark  Adams,  Jr. 

A little  nonsense  now  and 
then  is  relished  by  the  wisest 
men. 


Stetson  Kimball  Adams 

Fair  peace  is  becoming  to 
men; 

Fierce  anger  belongs  to 
beasts. 


Harry  Lawrence  Adriance 


Ten-Broek  Baker 


Elizabeth  Barbour  Barton 


In  quietness  and  confidence 
shall  be  your  strength. 


Manners  make  the  man. 


Were  there  no  women,  men 
might  live  like  gods. 


Stephen  Halsey  Barton 


Thyrza  Stevens  Barton 


Sarah  Bigelow 


Make  your  feet  your  friend. 


Oh,  blest  with  temper  All  nature’s  difference  keeps 

whose  unclouded  ray,  all  nature’s  peace. 

Can  make  tomorrow  cheer- 
ful as  today! 


Se+UoM. 


Muriel  Blanchet 

Serene  amidst  the  savage 
waves. 


Eleanor  Boluch 

To  come  and  be  loved  is 
the  greatest  happiness  of  ex- 
istence. 


Helen  Currier  Bowen 

The  man  who  has  the  will 
to  undergo  all  labor  may  win 
any  goal. 


Dorothy  Susan  Boynton 
Better  late  than  never. 


Donald  Warner  Bray 

A true  friend  is  forever  a 
friend. 


Barbara  Ruth  Buxton 

The  still,  small  voice  of 
gratitude. 


Mildred  Edna  Cook 


Rachel  Elinor  Cowles 


Barbara  Annf.  Cramer 


Fit  for  a model. 


"Keep  therefore  a true 
woman’s  eye.” 


Few  things  are  impossible 
to  diligence  and  skill. 


19  38 


Kathleen  Joan  Critchett 
"We  frolic  while  ’tis  May.” 


Lucille  Deady 

Every  little  movement  has 
a meaning  of  its  own. 


Ruth  Donahue 

The  fairest  garden  in  her 
looks,  and  in  her  mind  the 
wisest  books. 


Mary  Agnes  Danahey 

Silence  may  do  good,  and 
can  do  little  harm. 


Robert  Allan  Dickinson 

"If  she  slight  me  when  I 
woo, 

I can  scorn  and  let  her  got” 


John  How  Donaldson 

A public  man  of  light  and 
leading. 


Catherine  Elizabeth  Day 

A merry  heart  maketh  a 
cheerful  countenance. 


Burnett  John  Doleva 

Beware  of  rashness,  but 
with  energy  and  sleepless  vigi- 
lance go  forward  and  give  us 
victories. 


Virginia  Ladd  Douglass 

"A  perfect  woman,  nobly 
plann’d 

To  warn,  to  comfort,  and 
command.” 


w 


Josephine  Joan  Drosdal 

And  I oft  have  heard  de- 
fended, 

Little  said  is  soonest 
mended. 


Horace  Leo  Fleury  Evelyn  Mae  Flint 

Barkis  is  willin’.  What  I aspired  to  be  and 

was  not,  comforts  me. 


Leonard  Foster  Gardner 

He  argued  high,  he  argued 
low,  he  also  argued  ’round 
about  him. 


Alek  Gervickas 

To  be  merry  best  becomes 
you;  for  out  of  question,  you 
were  born  in  a merry  hour. 


Elizabeth  Elinore  Glazier 

The  mildest  manners  and 
the  gentlest  heart. 


Orman  Herman  Glazier 

The  rule  of  my  life  is  to 
make  business  a pleasure,  and 
pleasure  my  business. 


Charlotte  Goldthwaite 

True  wit  is  nature  to  ad- 
vantage dress’d, 

Oft  was  thought,  but  ne’er 
so  well  express’d. 


Dorothy  Ann  Grayson 

Sensible  people  find  noth- 
ing useless. 


Eleanor  Margaret  Hagen 

Procrastination  is  the  thief 
of  time. 


Virtue  Bowerman  Hatch 
Not  untouched  by  glamour. 


John  Charles  Herring 

What  strong  hand  can  hold 
this  swift  foot  back? 


Gordon  Ferry  Hobart 

Mischief,  thou  art  afoot, 
Take  thou  what  course 
thou  wilt. 


Mary  Pierce  Hosi  ord 

Thus  wisely  careless,  in- 
nocently gay, 

Cheerful  he  play’d  the 
trifle,  life,  away. 


Ruth  Emma  Holden 

I chatter,  chatter  as  I go; 
I chatter  as  I come. 


John  Hutchings 

Science  is  for  those  who 
learn; 

Poetry,  for  those  who 
know. 


William  C.  Holdsworth 

One  thing  is  forever  good; 
that  one  thing  is  Success. 


Robert  Albert  Jacque 

Friends  of  my  youth,  a 
last  adieu; 

Haply  some  day  we  meet 
again. 


// 


Genevieve  D.  Jakimko 

A constant  friend  is  a thing 
rare  and  hard  to  find. 


Frances  Eleanor  Kelley 
I cannot  hide  what  I am. 


Barbara  Mary  Kendall 

I would  help  others,  out  of 
a fellow-feeling. 


Pearl  Pease  Keyes,  Jr. 

A man  of  good  repute, 
carriage,  bearing,  and  esti- 
mation. 


Marjorie  E.  LeClair 

But  there’s  more  in  me  than 
thou  understand’st. 


George  William  Lehan 

O,  this  boy  lends  mettle 
to  us  all! 


FIelen  Kate  Maisner 


Kamelia  FIelen  Malinoski 


FIenry  Francis  Martin 


She  will  keep  that  good 
name  still. 


Certainly  a woman’s  thought 
runs  before  her  actions. 


Master!  master!  news,  old 
news,  and  such  news  as  you 
never  heard  of. 


19  38 


Doris  Pearl  Miller 


Dorothy  Irene  Monette  Betty  Arline  Moran 


y 


Be  great  in  thought,  as  you 
have  been  in  act. 


I lay  aside  life-harming 
heaviness. 


Exceeding  wise,  fair-spoken 
and  persuading. 


Doris  May  Morin 

I have  heard  of  the  lady, 
and  good  words  went  with 
her  name. 


Stanley  Pei. is 

Life  is  a jest  and  all  things 
show  it, 

I thought  so  once,  but  now 
I know  it. 


Ralph  Elwin  Newport 

Here  comes  a man  of  com- 
fort, whose  advice  hath  often 
stilled  my  brawling  discon- 
tent. 


Rae  Arlene  Perry 

"Nowher  so  bisy  a man  as 
he  ther  nas, 

And  yet  he  semed  bisier 
than  he  was.” 


Mary  Virginia  Nichols 

She  whose  worth  makes 
other  worthies  nothing. 
She  is  alone. 


Catherine  M.  Peterson 

A good  heart  is  better  than 
all  the  hands  in  the  world. 


John  J.  Pettyjohn,  Jr.  Catherine  Pylypetz 

Be  swift  their  feet  as  ante-  As  busy  as  a bee. 

lopes,  and  as  behemoth  strong. 


Wilfred  Ames  Robinson  Theodore  C.  Schoonmaker 


Honor  lies  in  honest  toil. 


"Large  was  his  bounty,  and 
his  soul  sincere.” 


Bennett  John  Sheerman 
Lightly  come,  lightly  go. 


Elwin  Roger  Smart 

It  is  much  easier  to  be 
critical  than  to  be  correct. 


SetuoAA. 


Forrest  Olds  Reed 

Little  things  affect  little 
minds. 


William  Henry  Shea 

"My  right  there  is  none  to 
dispute.” 


Lawrence  Smith 

He  is  a little  chimney,  and 
heated  hot  in  a moment. 


JOA  n Ann  Stanisiewski 


Roy  Samuel  Tanner,  Jr- 


Eustenia  E.  Taraska 


Ever  the  same. 


Blushing  is  the  color  of 
virtue. 


"A  violet  by  a mossy  stone 
Half-hidden  from  the  eye!” 


Mildred  Ann  Tarrant 
Beauty  seen  is  never  lost. 


Lillian  Leona  Towne 

The  spirit  of  success  is 
constancy  to  purpose. 


Nellie  Elizabeth  Tidlund 

Is  not  true  leisure  one  with 
true  toil? 


Mary  Jane  Tuomey 

Life  is  not  life  at  all  with- 
out delight. 


Oscar  Mauritz  Tidlund 

A town  that  boasts  inhab- 
itants like  me, 

Can  have  no  lack  of  good 
society. 


Bertha  Hadley  Walker 

Since  this  fortune  falls  to 
you, 

Be  content  and  seek  no 


new. 


SesuoAA. 

1938 


Barbara  Edna  Ward 

Give  me  the  splendid,  silent 
sun,  with  all  his  beams  full 
dazzling. 


Alma  Grace  Yarter 

There  is  no  wisdom  like 
frankness. 


Virginia  Dutton  Willis 

Patience  is  the  necessary 
ingredient  of  genius. 

Sophie  Jean  Zawaski 

Genius  does  what  it  must, 
talent  does  what  it  can. 
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The  Class  of  1938  in  1948 


Miss  Helen  Maisner 
East  Brookfield,  Mass. 

October  15,  1948 


Dear  Helen, 

You  ask  about  our  classmates?  Let  me  tell  you  about  my  last  summer’s  vacation. 

I made  the  trip  by  automobile  from  California  (where  I had  been  living  for  a 
few  years)  to  Amherst. 

One  morning,  in  a tourist  camp  in  Akron,  Ohio,  I met  "Sally”  Bigelow.  Barbara 
Cramer  and  "Kay”  Critchett  were  vacationing  with  her.  I asked  if  they  knew  where 
any  other  members  of  our  class  were.  Barbara  said  that  a week  before  they  had  visited 
Gordon  Hobart’s  School  for  Girls  in  Meadville,  Penn.,  and  found  Robert  Adams  dean 
of  this  institution,  Evelyn  Flint  general  supervisor,  and  Muriel  Blanchet  the  French 
instructor;  George  Lehan  happened  to  be  there  that  day  lecturing  on  "How  to  be 
Punctual.”  "Kay”  had  been  hearing  from  Eleanor  Boluch,  who  was  directing  a 
Domestic  Science  School  in  Detroit,  Michigan.  Recently,  Eleanor  had  written  that 
she  had  engaged  Kamelia  Malinoski,  Sophie  Zawaski,  Helen  Bowen  and  Mary  Danahey 
to  teach  sewing,  cooking,  household  management  and  costume-designing,  respectively. 

"Sally”  handed  me  a newspaper  with  some  marked  passages  on  both  the  sporting 
page  and  the  woman’s  page.  One  story  was  about  John  Herring,  the  famous  sprinter, 
and  another  about  John  Pettijohn,  a second  Jesse  Owen,  who  had  recently  been 
victorious  at  a meet  in  a New  York  stadium.  In  a third  column,  I read  that  John 
Donaldson  had  won  the  National  Golf  Tournament.  On  the  woman’s  page,  I found 
an  article,  "Love  and  Marriage,”  written  by  Mildred  Tarrant  and  Mary  Jane  Tuomey, 
editors  of  the  Question  Box  for  Girls. 

The  next  day,  over  the  radio,  I listened  to  the  last  part  of  an  opera  composed 
by  Bill”  Holdsworth,  in  which  "Ted”  Schoonmaker  sang  the  leading  role.  This 
program  was  broadcast  by  special  permission  over  Henry  Martin’s  private  network. 

Just  outside  of  Poughkeepsie,  something  went  wrong  with  the  lights  on  my 
chariot;  so  I stopped  at  a roadside  garage.  The  electrician  proved  to  be  "Donkey” 
Bray.  Wasn’t  that  a coincidence? 

"Say,”  he  exclaimed,  after  we  had  talked  for  a few  minutes,  "can  you  imagine 
what  my  old  pal,  'Bob’  Dickinson  is  doing?  He  writes  poems  for  children,  nursery 
rhymes.  Can  you  beat  it?”  He  also  told  me  that  "Bob”  Jacques  and  "Sam”  Tanner 
were  Full  o’  Bristles  Brush  men,  and  that  Wilfred  Robinson  was  a star  baseball  player. 

From  Poughkeepsie,  I drove  directly  to  the  city  where  I planned  to  spend  a few 
days.  First  of  all,  I went  to  the  Plaza  Hotel,  and  bumped  right  into  Rae  Perry  and 
Charlotte  Goldthwaite  who  were  working  there.  The  special  attraction  in  the  floor 
show  was  Mary  Nichols,  a dancer  of  renown.  (To  lessen  my  amazement,  Rae  ex- 
plained that  Mary  had  an  extraordinarily  fine  instructor,  Ten-Broeck  Baker.)  Later 
the  same  evening,  I went  to  the  Golden  Ray  Night  Club  where  I heard  Betty  Moran 
sing,  accompanied  by  Marc  Damerst  and  his  Rollicking-Rhythm-Makers. 

The  next  day,  I went  to  Pearl  Keyes’  Fashion  Shop  on  Fifth  Avenue,  where  Vir- 
ginia Douglass  and  Doris  Miller  are  working  as  fashion  experts  and  "Milly”  Cook  as 
model.  I invited  Virginia  to  lunch  with  me.  She  usually  ate,  she  explained,  either 
at  the  restaurant  owned  by  Julia  Adamites  and  Dorothy  Monette  or  at  the  one  belonging 
to  Barbara  Ward  and  Genevieve  Jakimko.  The  rest  of  the  afternoon  I spent  at  a con- 


cert  given  by  three  members  of  our  class,  Catherine  Peterson,  renowned  vocalist,  accom- 
panied by  Virginia  Willis  at  the  piano,  and  Steve  Barton,  who  gave  a group  of 
trombone  solos. 

The  next  morning,  I went  to  the  Waldorf  to  visit  "Peg”  Hagen,  beauty  advisor 
for  Philadelphia  society  women.  That  week  she  was  giving  talks  in  New  York  city. 

The  following  day  I made  Amherst.  As  I drove  up  East  Street,  I heard  someone 
roar:  "Ale-e-e-ec!”  When  I stopped  the  car  Alma  (Yarter)  Gervickas  rushed  up  to 
explain  that  she  was  only  calling  her  husband.  I suggested  that  she  enter  the  Husband- 
Callers’  Contest,  and  then  I asked  her  how  many  of  the  class  of  ’3  8 still  lived  in 
Amherst  and  neighboring  villages.  She  took  a deep  breath  and  then  began:  Dorothy 
Boynton,  Barbara  Buxton  and  Josephine  Drosdal,  all  married  and  known  for  their 
domination  over  their  husbands;  Orman  Glazier  and  his  cousin,  Elizabeth,  and  "Stet” 
Adams,  owners  of  the  Glazier- Adams  Rifle  Co.;  Lucille  Deady,  now  simply  a quiet, 
home  girl;  Leo  Fleury,  editor  of  the  Shutesbury  Journal;  Forrest  Reed,  Fleury’s  star 
reporter;  Stanly  Pelis,  a prize  tobacco  grower  and  Barbara  Kendall,  secretary  to 
one  of  the  Selectmen. 

I spent  a few  hours  in  Amherst  before  leaving  for  Boston.  On  that  trip,  while  I 
was  buying  some  gas  in  Palmer,  a big  limousine  parked  beside  my  modest  vehicle. 
Who  was  its  occupant  but  Ruth  Donahue  of  the  Boston  Social  Register,  peering  at 
me  through  her  lorgnette?  We  talked  together  until  we  realized  that  the  station 
attendant  was  Oscar  Tidlund  and  that  his  assistant  was  Elwin  Newport.  Oscar  men- 
tioned your  riding  school  in  East  Brookfield  and  the  fine  new  horses  your  partner, 
Marjorie  LeClaire,  had  just  bought. 

Next  day  in  Boston,  on  Massachusetts  Avenue,  I noticed  a fascinating  bookshop, 
run  by  "Virt”  Hatch,  "Stevie”  Barton  and  Doris  Morin.  "Virt”  showed  me  the  latest 
product  of  Amherst  High  School,  the  1948  Gold  Bug.  "Stevie”  got  a kick  out  of 
telling  me  that  Mary  Hosford  and  Frances  Kelly  were  nurses  at  an  Old  Men’s  Home  in 
Worcester.  She  also  told  me  that  Rachel  Cowles  was  a missionary  in  Africa.  Before  I 
left  the  shop,  I asked  Doris  where  I could  find  a good  beauty  shop.  She  said  Eustenia 
Taraska  and  Nellie  Tidlund  had  a splendid  establishment  a few  blocks  away,  and  she 
thought  Catherine  Day  was  a manicurist  there. 

That  afternoon,  in  the  Metropolitan  Theater,  before  I took  my  seat,  I visited 
with  Bennett  Sheerman  and  Lawrence  Smith,  head  ushers.  There  were  several  vaudeville 
acts  before  the  movie.  The  first  act  featured  Ruth  Holden,  Bertha  Walker,  and  Lillian 
Towne,  the  "Human  Chatterboxes.”  Next  came  the  "Question  Box.”  Catherine  Pylpetz 
asked  the  questions  in  quick  succession,  and  Joan  Stanisiewski  answered  them.  Leonard 
Gardner  was  there  to  argue  over  both  questions  and  answers.  As  the  newsreel  came  on, 
I heard  the  narrator  say,  "This  is  John  Hutchings,  your  Pathe  Reporter,  bringing  you 
the  news  of  the  day  in  pictures.”  But  that  was  a day  of  surprises;  in  the  feature  picture, 
"Betty”  Barton  played  opposite  Roger  Smart  in  a glamorous  romance.  That  evening  I 
heard  two  speeches:  one,  by  that  well-known  politician,  "Bill”  Shea,  and  another  by 
Burnett  Doleva,  Shea’s  head  man. 

Well,  how  I have  run  on!  I hope  I have  answered  all  your  questions  without  boring 
you  with  too  many  details,  but  it  certainly  is  surprising  to  see  how  many  interesting 
things  our  old  friends  are  doing.  I think  now  I’ve  earned  a complete  description  of 
your  doings.  I shall  expect  that  soon. 

Yours  truly, 


Dorothy  Grayson. 


The  History  of  1938 


We  were  very  active  freshmen  year  and  were  reasonably  well  represented  in 
music,  sports,  debating,  clubs  and  prize-speaking.  John  Donaldson  was  elected  our 
president,  Virtue  Hatch,  secretary-treasurer,  and  Robert  Dickinson,  vice  president. 
Perhaps  the  most  important  event  of  our  first  year  was  the  production  of  "Prose 
Preferred,”  our  class  play,  coached  by  Mr.  Myrick.  The  plot  was  concerned  with 
the  efforts  of  a husband,  William  Holdsworth,  to  break  up  a poetry  club  which  his 
wife,  Dorothy  Grayson,  had  started  for  the  express  purpose  of  saying  everything  in 
verse.  The  husband  was  successful,  with  the  aid  of  two  of  his  friends,  Ten-Broeck 
Baker  and  Roger  Smart.  Comedy  was  supplied  by  the  maid,  Alma  Yarter.  The  wife’s 
friends  were  Ruth  Donahue  and  Ruth  Holden. 

In  debating,  we  were  represented  by  Robert  Dickinson,  Rae  Perry  and  Ten-Broeck 
Baker,  but  we  were  defeated  by  the  sophomores,  who  argued  against  a joint  improve- 
ment of  the  St.  Lawrence  River  by  the  United  States  and  Canada.  That  first  year 
Barbara  Cramer  was  elected  vice  president  of  the  Tri-S  Club. 

A A A A 

During  our  sophomore  year  our  officers  were:  John  Donaldson,  president;  William 
Holdsworth,  vice  president  and  Virtue  Hatch,  secretary-treasurer.  The  one  thing  we 
shall  never  forget  about  our  sophomore  year  was  the  production  of  "The  Mikado”. 
Mr.  Tarlow  coached  into  stars  several  members  of  our  class:  William  Holdsworth, 
Ted  Schoonmaker,  Irvin  Plough,  Mildred  Cook  and  Ruth  Donahue.  The  opera,  given 
on  two  nights,  was  a great  success.  Its  humorous  and  catchy  songs  were  hummed 
and  whistled  for  several  weeks  afterwards  by  the  Amherst  High  School  students. 

That  year  occurred  the  first  really  elaborate  winter  carnival  the  High  School  had 
ever  had.  Held  at  Bull  Hill,  with  "Bull”  Jones  as  king,  Barbara  Critchett  as  his 
queen,  and  Betty  Barton,  Thyrza  Barton  and  Kathleen  Critchett  as  the  queen’s  at- 
tendants, this  carnival  was  a decided  success.  Later  in  the  winter,  Bill  Shea  went  with 
a group  of  our  skiers  to  Pittsfield  to  take  part  in  the  races  on  the  famous  "Bousquets” 
ski-run. 

In  things  dramatic  we  were  not  omitted  for  Virginia  Douglass  received  first 
place  in  the  annual  Prize-Speaking  Contest,  giving  "Out  of  the  Air”.  Roger  Smart 
got  honorable  mention.  The  Inter-Class  Play  was  coached  by  Miss  Lee  and  exceptionally 
well  done.  Our  committee  chose  the  "Red  Lamp”.  Although  "Maggie”  Peterson, 
Bill  Smythe,  Mildred  Cook,  John  Donaldson,  Roger  Smart  and  Dorothy  Grayson,  all 
did  an  excellent  piece  of  work,  the  "Red  Lamp”  was  defeated  by  the  all-star  cast  of 
the  senior  play,  "From  the  Office  Window,”  a play  written  and  coached  by  our 
English  teacher,  Miss  Weeks. 


So  passed  two  years  of  our  high  school  life.  At  the  half-way  mark  we  began 
to  see  ourselves  as  dignified  personages,  maintaining  a cold  reserve  before  the  wide- 
eyed  freshmen  and  elevated  sophomores.  As  upperclassmen,  we  felt  a new  importance. 

John  Donaldson,  president  for  the  third  year,  had  as  his  help-mates  William 
Holdsworth,  vice  president;  Virtue  Hatch,  secretary-treasurer  and  Mr.  Seass,  faculty 
advisor.  That  year  we  managed  two  successful  dances,  the  Junior  Prom  and  the 
Senior  Hop. 

The  Junior  Play,  the  really  great  dramatic  endeavor  of  our  four  years,  was 
coached  by  Miss  Lee.  Our  choice  was  "The  Bat,”  and  our  efforts  were  received  with 
much  enthusiasm.  For  the  Interclass  Competition,  one  of  Anton  Tchekov’s  dramas, 
"The  Proposal,”  was  selected.  Although  we  were  not  awarded  the  decision,  the  per- 
formance was  a credit  to  our  class.  Not  only  has  our  class  been  fortunate  in  counting 
among  its  members  capable  actors  and  actresses,  but  it  also  boasts  of  a composer, 
Bill  Holdsworth,  who  wrote  and  coached  (advised  by  Mr.  Tarlow),  an  operetta 
called  "The  Far  Country”. 


A A A A 


In  our  Senior  year,  class  officers  remained  the  same.  The  seniors’  work  of  collect- 
ing material  for  the  Gold  Bug  began  and  continued  successfully  under  the  supervision 
of  Bill  Holdsworth,  editor-in-chief. 

Rehearsals  were  organized  for  another  operetta,  "Pinafore,”  directed  by  our  new 
and  versatile  music  master,  Mr.  Alviani.  Most  of  the  leading  roles  were  to  be  taken 
by  seniors. 

With  February,  came  the  rush  of  making  out  applications  for  various  colleges. 
This  work  impressed  upon  us  the  fact  that  our  time  was  rapidly  drawing  to  a close. 
New  interests,  we  realized,  would  soon  occupy  our  days,  but  never,  we  felt  certain, 
would  the  memory  of  four  years  spent  in  Amherst  High  School  fade. 

"Although  your  rooms  and  corridors 
Will  be  silent  of  our  laughter 
Our  hearts  and  spirits  will  remain 
To  haunt  the  years  hereafter.” 


Ruth  Donahue  ’3  8 
Ten-Broeck  Baker  ’3  8 


The  Will  of  1938 


We,  the  Class  of  1938,  of  the  Amherst  High  School,  town  of  Amherst,  county  of 
Hampshire,  and  state  of  Massachusetts,  being  now  in  good  health,  strength  of 
body  and  mind,  knowing  the  uncertainty  of  this  life,  and  desiring  to  make 
disposition  of  our  property  and  affairs  while  still  of  sound  mind  and  body,  do 
hereby  make,  publish,  and  declare  the  following  to  be  our  last  will  and  testament. 

Up  Spqupattj  as  iFollmus: 

To  Mr.  Alviani — another  senior  music  class  as  quiet  and  thoughtful  as  the  one  in  ’38. 
To  Miss  Churchill — a megaphone  to  be  used  in  Room  5 before  and  after  school. 
To  Miss  Pickard — another  questionnaire  like  Catherine  Pylypetz. 

To  Mr.  Rush — a pair  of  stilts  to  put  him  on  a level  with  the  other  teachers. 

To  Miss  Hickey — a periscope  so  that  she  won’t  miss  anything. 

To  Mr.  Randall — a self-erasing  blackboard  and  the  amount  of  chalk  which,  laid  end 
to  end,  equals  in  length  the  radius  of  a circle  whose  circumference  is  a straight  line. 
To  Miss  Prendergast — a book  of  slang  for  fourth  period. 

To  Miss  Hale — a radio  to  accompany  her  class  exercises  on  cold  days. 

To  Miss  Weeks — John  Donaldson’s  conception  of  Lady  Macbeth  and  a Charley 
McCarthy. 

To  Mr.  Seass — a new  laboratory  smock. 

To  Miss  Field — plenty  of  muscle  to  handle  those  big  boys. 

To  Mr.  Swift — a chemistry  class  with  "common  sense”. 

To  Mr.  Foth — position  as  coach  of  a football  team. 

To  Mr.  Myrick — Doris  Morin’s  low  voice. 

To  Mr.  Haskins — one  of  Ted  Schoonmaker’s  contented  cows. 

To  Anne  Rogers — somebody  to  fill  Bob  Adams’  place  in  the  library. 

JJpramtal  Ipqupata  aa  JfoUmiiB: 

To  Eddie  Warner — Pearl  Keyes’  fashion  of  combing  his  hair 
To  Doris  Shampo — Virginia  Willis’  reserve. 

To  Robert  Jordan — William  Holdsworth’s  musical  inclinations. 

To  Robert  Eddy — Ten-Broeck  Baker’s  sideburns. 

To  Evelyn  Thayer — Ray  Perry’s  ability  to  talk. 

To  Betty  Whitcomb — Genevieve  Jakimko’s  Monday’s  style  of  hair  dressing. 

To  Lawrence  Donahue — Barbara  Buxton’s  polysyllabic  aptitude. 

To  Pat  Wellington — Leo  Fleury’s  command  of  French. 

To  Future  Football  Teams — Virtue  Hatch’s  car  for  transportation. 

To  Margaret  Burrows — Thyrza  Barton’s  decisive  manner. 

To  Thelma  Cooke — the  senior  class  leaves  Roger  Smart. 

To  Maude  Peters — Dot  Grayson’s  carrot. 


To  Ruth  Hamlin — Ruth  Donahue’s  millinery  creations  and  her  coiffures. 

To  Carlos  Fraker — Robert  Dickinson’s  poetical  mind. 

To  Albert  Bergeron — Henry  Martin’s  winning  smile. 

To  Wilfred  Judd — Harry  Adriance’s  one  wave. 

To  Ellis  Harlow — Donald  Bray’s  secret  of  charm  and  attraction. 

To  Audrey  Powers — Muriel  Blanchett’s  demure  ways. 

To  Marjorie  Felker — Kay  Critchett’s  weigh. 

To  Red  Scarborough — Steve  Barton’s  boots. 

To  Roland  Verbeck — Willie  Gervickas’  physique. 

To  Esther  Thayer — Mary  Hosford’s  ability  to  get  the  right  answers. 

To  Claire  Tyler — Lillian  Towne’s  meekness. 

Peg  Hagen  leaves  without  Dick  Cramer. 

Bill  Shea  leaves  Audrey  Jewett  to  go  back  to  her  college  boys. 

Alma  Yarter  leaves  quietly  (we  hope). 

To  The  Members  of  the  Faculty — our  gratitude  for  making  our  four  years  so 
profitable. 

To  The  Present  Junior  Class — we  relinquish  our  place  of  honor  as  "dignified”  seniors. 
To  All  Lower  Classmen — our  good  wishes  for  future  success. 

To  this,  our  last  will  and  testament,  we  affix  our  seal,  hereby  revoking  and  cancelling 
all  other  or  former  wills  by  us  at  any  time  made. 

Virginia  Douglass,  Lawyer. 


A A A A 

THE  PIOUS  BIRCH 


1. 

’Twas  here  on  top  this  wooded  hill 
That  cups  a shining  pool, 

I knelt  with  little  reverence 
To  drink  the  waters  cool. 

2. 

But  then  this  clear  Communion  wine, 
Washed  clean  my  hardened  breast, 

And  whet  the  edge  of  thought  so  fine, 
And  set  my  soul  at  rest. 


3. 

The  place  grew  peaceful,  calm  and  still, 
The  oaks  now  were  a church; 

No  longer  this  a wooded  hill, 

But  the  temple  of  a birch. 

4. 

A bluebell  rang  the  reverent  knell — 
Just  as  I’d  blundered  here, 

To  break  the  wonderous,  holy  spell, 
Behold!  Admire!  Fear! 


5. 

Would  that  I worshipped  in  this  church! 
Then,  on  this  hallowed  hill 
On  bended  knee,  beside  this  birth, 

Of  Grace,  I’d  drink  my  fill. 


Robert  Dickinson  ’3  8. 


Among  Our  Friends 


"THE  SONNETEER” 

Amherst  has  recently  been  acclaimed  the  center  of  New  England  poets.  Many 
of  the  most  distinguished  poets  in  American  literature  have  called  Amherst  their 
home;  one  of  these  distinguished  poets — still  living,  and  in  Amherst — is  David  Morton. 

David  Morton  has  been  a professor  of  English  at  Amherst  College  for  twelve 
years.  After  his  college  training  at  Vanderbilt  University,  he  was,  for  a time,  journalist 
on  a Louisville  newspaper.  Then,  as  now,  his  power  of  observation  must  have  been  keen. 

Mr.  Morton  likes  to  describe  the  falling  of  the  rain,  the  falling  of  the  apple  blos- 
soms and  most  of  all,  the  fading  of  winter.  Like  Emily  Dickinson,  he  treats  nature  as  a 
dear  and  intimate  friend;  like  Walt  Whitman,  he  is  a lover  of  casual  and  ordinary 
things.  Like  Robinson,  he  is  fanciful  and  imaginative.  His  style  varies  and  his  humor 
is  subtle. 

This  man  has  disproven  the  traditional  notion  that  a poet  has  to  be  unusual  or 
peculiar.  He  is  simply  one  of  Amherst’s  most  loved  citizens. 

Barbara  Cramer  ’3  8 


MADAME  BIANCHI 

Madame  Bianchi  has  long  been  a vital  part  of  Amherst.  She  is  known  for  her 
social  graces,  her  great  capacity  for  friendship,  her  lively  sense  of  humor,  and  her 
staunch  loyalty.  Always  she  has  done  a great  deal  for  young  people. 

Madame  Bianchi  has  given  up  a great  deal  of  her  own  writing  in  order  to  increase 
the  understanding  and  appreciation  of  her  aunt,  Emily  Dickinson,  whose  letters  and 
poems  she  has  so  carefully  edited. 

She  is,  nevertheless,  noted  for  some  exquisite  poetry  of  her  own,  and  several  novels. 
Her  home  and  hospitality  are  memories  many  Amherst  High  School  students  will  always 
cherish. 

Ten-Broeck.  Baker  ’3  8 


ROBERT  FRANCIS 

One  hot  summer  day,  after  a hike,  we  stopped  to  rest  in  a small  pine  grove.  Mr. 
Francis  called  my  attention  to  a small  plant  growing  near  us  and  told  me  a legend 
about  its  origin  and  use.  Then,  all  at  once,  we  heard  a peculiar  bird-call.  "This  is 
the  first  time  I ever  heard  one  of  those  birds  in  Amherst,”  said  the  poet,  jumping  up 
to  peer  through  the  branches. 

While  we  walked,  he  continued  to  talk.  We  stopped  now  and  then  to  taste 
different  mountain  mints.  So  the  day  passed.  When  I went  to  bed  that  night,  my 
mind  was  bulging.  I had  been  told  more  things  than  I could  possibly  remember. 

"No  wonder,”  I thought  to  myself,  "Robert  Francis’  nature  poems  are  so  real 
and  convincing.  What  with  his  music  to  supply  the  rhythm  and  melody,  and  his 
imagination  to  create  the  pictures!”  I remembered  his  poem,  "Bronze.”  Even  if  one 
has  never  seen  a deeply  tanned  country  boy  diving  into  a quiet  pond  on  a bright  summer 
day,  when  fluffy,  white  clouds  are  floating  across  the  sky,  he  sees  him  in  that  poem.  And 
the  man’s  simple  bits  of  philosophy  from  other  homely  scenes  like  the  "Apple  Gather- 
ers” came  to  my  mind.  All  over  again,  I realized  how  fortunate  I was  to  have  this 
friend  who  had  recently  become  one  of  Amherst’s  noted  poets. 

Theodore  Carpenter  Schoonmaker  ’38 


Dr . Johnson’s  Amherst  Club 


In  the  early  twilight  of  a spring  evening,  a man  of  heavy  proportions  was  seen 
stumping  down  a dirt  road.  As  his  head  rolled  from  side  to  side,  he  mumbled  to  himself 
in  convulsive  ejaculations.  His  attire  would  have  shocked  a moderately  dressed  tramp. 
With  his  cane,  he  counted  the  posts  in  a picket  fence  which  ran  parallel  to  the  road. 

"Hurry,  Doctor,”  urged  a small,  mousy  individual,  puttering  along  beside  the 
great  hulk.  "Hurry  or  we’ll  be  late.” 

"Keep  quiet,  Bozzy,”  rumbled  the  Doctor,  "you’ve  made  me  lose  count.” 

Thereupon  the  Doctor  retreated  to  the  beginning  of  the  fence  and  again  began  his 
tedious  counting.  A quarter  of  an  hour  later,  this  muttering  mountain  and  his  little 
companion  stopped  before  the  door  of  The  Coffee  Shop.  A chorus  of  voices  welcomed 
them. 

Bozzy  began  the  introduction:  "A  group  of  congenial  men,  Doctor,  that  I thought 
you  would  like  to  meet.” 

In  the  next  few  minutes,  Bozzy  introduced  a man  with  sandy  hair,  addressed  as 
Mr.  Dyer;  a gentleman  with  snowy  hair  and  twinkling  eyes  who  answered  to  the  name 
of  Whicher;  a tall,  dapper  man  acknowledged  to  be  Mr.  Morton,  and  a man,  called 
Francis,  who  seemed  to  be  observing  much  through  his  black  rimmed  spectacles. 

Abruptly  Bozzy  stopped  in  despair:  "Mr.  Morton!  where  is  Emily!”  he  exclaimed. 
"I  had  meant  to  take  a few  notes  on  her  this  evening.” 

Mr.  Morton  explained  that  Miss  Dickinson  rarely  ventured  from  her  home,  and 
furthermore,  a Miss  Jackson,  a Mr.  Field,  and  a Mr.  French  were  all  detained.  During 
the  ensuing  conversation,  poetry  was  touched  upon.  Before  long,  the  company  began 
talking  about  Mr.  Frost,  who  was,  at  the  time,  Mr.  Whicher  explained,  in  Florida, 
as  was  Mr.  Baker  (David  Grayson). 

When  the  Doctor  was  almost  at  the  end  of  a thirty  minute,  extemporaneous 

essay  on  "The  Peculiar  Nature  of  Primitive  Peoples  as  Influenced  by  Geographical 

Conditions,”  a medium-sized  man,  with  a rather  bald  head,  rushed  into  the  smoke 

filled  room.  It  was  Mr.  Rand,  late  because  of  a rehearsal  of  his  play,  "Not  Without 

Hope.”  The  Doctor  tried  to  direct  the  talk  to  drama,  but  because  the  poets  were  in 
the  majority,  the  conversation  soon  turned  back  to  poetry. 

Mr.  Rand  innocently  mentioned  Macleish.  The  Doctor’s  face  became  purple;  his 
roars  filled  the  room.  Once  the  Doctor  had  become  deflated,  Mr.  Rand,  who  had  taken 
no  offense,  observed  that,  for  the  time  being,  he  had  completely  forgotten — in  the 
true  manner  of  the  college  professor — the  Doctor’s  prejudice  against  everything  Scotch. 

Otherwise,  the  evening  passed  pleasantly,  and  not  until  a few  rays  of  light  from 
the  east  had  filtered  through  the  windows  did  the  gathering  adjourn.  A few  happy 
men  went  home  to  sleep  while  one  of  the  village  milk-men  watched  a thick-set  gentle- 
man outside  the  door  of  The  Coffee  Shop.  This  hulk,  muttering  happily  to  himself, 
was  nailing  up  a sign  which  read:  "Dr.  Johnson’s  Amherst  Club.” 


William  Holdsworth  ’3  8 


"LILLY  JANE" 


She  lowered  her  lashes  and  looked  up  at  the  boys  in  a sweet,  innocent  way. 
Her  eyes  looked  grateful  as  she  tried  to  open  her  mouth  to  say  something,  but  not 
a word  came. 

"Come  on,”  said  Joe  to  Bill  in  an  undertone,  "Better  let  her  eat  alone.”  Then 
louder,  "Well,  we’ll  be  back,  Lil  old  gal.”  And  closing  the  door,  they  quietly  went  out. 

"Golly,  she’s  perty,  Bill.  Did  you  notice  her  eyes  and  eye  lashes?” 

"Boy,  what  eyes!  And  didja  notice  her  feet?  Yes  ma’am,  them  was  neat,  and 
didja  notice  how  she  walked?  Just  like  a queen,  or  a bathing  beauty!” 

"Yes,  even  though  she  came  all  the  way  from  Georgia,  she’s  just  as  fresh  as  a 
daisy.  You  say  her  name  is  Lilly  Jane  Summerfield?” 

"Yup,  Lilly  Jane  Summerfield.  Sounds  like  a movie  actress,  doesn’t  it?  Betcha 
she  could  be,  with  a little  training.  She  could  enter  a contest  at  the  fair  at  least. 
Wonder  if  she’ll  eat  her  supper  right.” 

Back  there,  she  was  eating  in  a tired  way,  leaning  forward  with  her  face  almost 
in  her  supper.  Tears  streamed  down  her  soft  cheeks.  Then  she  suddenly  coughed.  Her 
graceful  body  shook  convulsively.  Finally,  she  stopped  and  looked  around. 

"It  really  isn’t  so  bad,”  she  thought.  "The  boys  are  nice  and  they’ll  be  good  to  me. 
They  keep  house  quite  well,  and  I can  help,  perhaps.  The  place  is  small,  but  it’s  neat 
and  real  pretty.  Gee,  that’s  kind  of  them!  A comb  and  brushes  with  cute  little  red 
handles  for  me!” 

She  leaned  out  through  the  open  window,  saw  a gently  sloping  meadow,  and 
smelled  the  sweetness  in  the  air.  She  sighed  again.  But  what  attracted  her  attention 
then  was  the  bed.  She  felt  it.  Nice  and  soft. 

"Just  like  the  one  I had  down  in  Georgia.”  She  sniffed,  and  suddenly  sank  into 
it,  tired  and  homesick. 

Then  the  boys  came  back. 

"Hi  ya,  Lil.  D’ya  know  what?  You’re  going  to  be  entered  in  a beauty  contest.” 

She  lifted  her  head  with  a jerk  and  said,  "No-o.” 

"Aw,  Gee,”  said  Joe  kneeling  down  and  putting  his  arms  about  her,  "she’s  feeling 
tired,  but  I betcha  there  wunt  be  a prettier  Junior  Jersey  heifer  at  the  show  than  our 
sweet  lil  Lilly  cow.” 

Thyrza  Barton  ’3  8 


W-A-H'S 

"Ladies  and  gentlemen,  this  is  Station  WAHS  broadcasting  the  opening  game 
in  the  new  gymnasium  of  the  Amherst  High  School.  The  first  half  of  the  game, 
between  Hopkins  and  Amherst,  has  just  ended,  the  score  is  eleven  to  three,  with  the 
Hopkins  quintet  on  top.  Incidentally,  Hopkins  is  the  Hampshire  League  crown  defender. 
You  have  just  been  hearing  the  Amherst  High  School  Band  playing  one  of  John 
Sousa’s  famous  marches.  For  a few  moments  now,  I shall  let  you  listen  in  on  the 
conversation  of  a graduate  of  Amherst  High  and  one  of  the  students.” 

"Haven’t  we  a beautiful  gymnasium  now,  Jim?” 

"Looks  mighty  good  to  me,  Don.  This  sure  is  a great  floor  to  play  on.  When  I 
went  to  school  here,  the  gym  was  hardly  large  enough  for  a basketball  court,  let  alone 
the  spectators.” 

"It’s  too  bad  you  aren’t  a little  younger,  Jim.  We  have  many  more  things  than 
you  did,  Swell  new  locker  and  shower  rooms.  And,  besides,  the  new  gym  provides 
the  school  with  three  new  class  rooms.  Upstairs  we  have  a large  and  pleasant  music 
hall  with  a new  piano.  I’ll  bet  the  fun  the  music  clubs  have  in  this  hall  is  worth 
twice  the  money  it  cost.” 

"I’ll  bet  so,  too.” 

"Ladies  and  gentlemen,  the  two  teams  are  returning  to  the  floor  to  fight  out  the 
last  half  of  this  opening  game.  Ted  Husing  will  broadcast  the  remainder  of  the  game, 
through  the  courtesy  of  Station  WAHS.  Take  it  away,  Ted.” 


E.  Roger  Smart. 


[■Iinniiuiinuiununnnummnniiiuiiiiiimtiiinniimiminnninnniiinniiiuiiimmnmm  [T] 

I School  Acluutici  i 


[~*~1  iiniiiiiiniiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiniiiiiniinnniiiiiiininiiiiniiiiiiiiiiiiinniiniiimuiiininimiiiun|T] 


Gold  Bug  Staff 


Editor-in-Chief  William  Holdsworth 
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Tf.n-Broeck  Baker 
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Lacroix,  Mr.  John  Vondell,  as  well  as  those  lent  by  Amherst  and  Massachusetts  State 
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FRESHMAN  CLASS  1941 


SOPHOMORE  CLASS  1940 


JUNIOR  CLASS 


1939 


HI-Y 


TRI-S 


BAND 


- 


GRAPHIC 


STUDENT  COUNCIL 


JUNIOR  PLAY 


BASKETBALL 
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I Th/S  Annual  is  your  creation.  Our  pari  in  I 

this  book  has  been  In  plan  the  details  according  In 
your  ideas  and  dovetail  them  into  a homogeneous 
volume.  Ilur  experience  of  Annual  building  we 
placed  at  your  disposal  lo  save  von  valuable  time.  j 

i The  photo  engravings  were  produced  hy  the  I 

! Advertisers  Engraving  Co.  of  Providence,  R.  I.  I 

| m PE.  Inc.  | 

} "Deiu^nen-ii  and!  (PnLnteni  ojj  ^nnuafii"  = 

| Holyoke,  fllassachusetts  j 
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DOUGLASS  - MARSH 

Furniture  and  Rugs 

WINDOW  SHADES  j 

LINOLEUM  j 

UPHOLSTERING  j 

BIGELOW-SANFORD  RUGS  j 

Red  Cross  and  Simmons  j 

M attr  esses  j 

In  Amherst  at  the  end  of  the  Village  Green  § 


BILL’S  COLLEGE 


When  You  Want 

THE  BEST 


DRUG  STORE 


For  Your  Money 

IN  CLOTHES 


□ 


W.  H.  McGRATH 

Prop. 


— See  — 


F.  M.  THOMPSON  & SON  j 

mmmmmmmmmiimm iiiinni mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm '0 


THE  MUTUAL  PLUMBING 
& HEATING  CO. 


♦ 

HARDWARE 
ELECTRICAL  GOODS 
RADIOS 


COLLEGE  CANDY  KITCHEN  I 
Incorporated 


The  Place  With  Nice  Things 

Tasty  and  Wholesome  Lunches 

Sparkling,  Fresh-Fruit  Drinks 

Rich  Ice  Creams,  College  Ices,  Sherbets 
and  Daily  Homemade  Pastry 


Fine  Candy  and  Salted  Nuts 


EXCELLENT  SERVICE 


= Compliments  of 

WESTCOTT  & SON 

| PACKERS  AND  MOVERS 

! CRATING  AND  STORAGE 


CARPtN  1 1 H AN“  MU  III  HU  II SF 

>t,/L  (Lfi 

TEL:43  AMHERST.MASS 


TONY'S 

LORD  JEFFERY  HOTEL 

BARBER  SHOP 

QUALITY  HAIRCUTTING 
Ladies  a Specialty 


C.  R.  TILLSON 


Clothing  - Haberdashery 


87  MAIN  STREET  : : AMHERST  \ 


THE  EQUITABLE  LIFE  ASSURANCE  j 
SOCIETY  OF  THE  UNITED  STATES  j 

Representative  \ 

HARLAN  A.  WOOD,  Jr. 

A.  H.  S.  ’33  | 


Tel.  1077-W 


NO.  AMHERST,  MASS. 


THE  JEFFERY  AMHERST 
BOOKSHOP,  Inc. 


| AMHERST  ::  MASSACHUSETTS 


E.  M.  SWITZER,  Jr. 

Clothing  Haberdashery 


| Palm  Beach  Suits 

[ Tailored  By  Goodall 

\ sold  exclusively 

\ ...  By  ... 

THOMAS  F.  WALSH 
| WILLIAMS,  McCLOUD  & CO. 

j Insurance  of  all  Kinds 

| and  Real  Estate 

: Telephone  888 


\ SAVINGS  BANK  BUILDING,  AMHERST 


Success  to  ’38  | 

THE  LORD  JEFFERY  j 

A " Treadway  Inn”  \ 

SHAEFFER,  PARKER  j 

AND  WATERMAN  j 

FOUNTAIN  PENS  j 

Name  engraved  on  $5.00  pens  without  charge  = 

Greeting  Cards  Thank  You  Cards  j 

We  have  the  Largest  and  Best  Assortment  : 

A.  J.  HASTINGS  ) 

Newsdealer  and  Stationer  \ 


Compliments  of 

DEADY’S  DINER 


FACTS  j 

There  is  a great  need  for  Better  Lighting  j 

in  nearly  every  home  = 

One  out  of  five  school  children  have  = 
defective  vision  j 

Use  more  light  and  save  your  eyesight  \ 


WESTERN  MASS.  ELECTRIC  { 
COMPANY  ! 


STEPHEN  DUVAL 

OPTOMETRIST  and  OPTICIAN 

| STUART  D.  EDMOND 
Radio  Repair  Shop 

| 77-79  SOUTH  PLEASANT  STREET 

(Rear  of  Western  Massachusetts  Electric  Co.) 

\ Phone  1076-W  Amherst,  Mass. 

[ FULTON’S  Ice  Cream 

j Telephone  54  5 -M  8 Amity  Street 
f AMHERST,  MASSACHUSETTS 

| QUALITY  FRUIT  STORE 

\ Fruits  Vegetables 

Candy  Soda  Cigarettes 

| 6 AMITY  STREET  : : Tel.  263 

\ WE  DELIVER 

j C-L-O-T-H-I-N -G 

| MEN  and  YOUNG  MEN 

I HARRY  N.  GAUDETTE 

I Amherst  ::  Massachusetts 

i Compliments  of 

THE  GIFT  NOOK 

} 22  Main  Street  ::  Amherst 


AMOCO  GAS  — OILS 

Repairing  — Greasing  — Washing  — Storage  j 

AMHERST  GARAGE  CO. 

Phone  464  = 

5 1 SO.  PROSPECT  ST.,  AMHERST,  MASS.  | 

AMHERST  CLEANERS  AND  | 
DYERS 

Phone  828 

AMHERST  ::  MASSACHUSETTS  { 

BEMENT  COAL  COMPANY  j 

D.  2>  H.  Anthracite  Koppers  Coke 

Best  Grades  Bituminous  = 

FIRE  WOOD  i 

3 0 MAIN  STREET  ::  Phone  232  j 

Compliments  of  | 

BOLLES  SHOE  STORE 


W.  R.  BROWN  & COMPANY  j 

Insurance  and  Real  Estate 

Telephone  1 E 

BURNETT  & NASH 

INSURANCE  and  REAL  ESTATE 
Tel.  992-W  ::  34  MAIN  STREET  \ 


j CHAS.  F.  POWERS 

= General  Repair  Shop 

\ 77-79  So.  Pleasant  St.,  Amherst,  Mass. 

| AMHERST  SAVINGS  BANK 

j AMHERST,  MASS. 

| Savings  Deposits  and  Life  Insurance 

i Compliments  of 

H.  A.  THOMAS 

j BROWNS/// 

j SHOES 

j C.  CLIFTON  WINN 

j Jeweler 

FINE  WATCH  REPAIRING 
| 22  Main  Street  ::  Phone  710  Amherst 

\ Com pliments  of 

I WELLWORTH  PHARMACY 


For  Hardware,  Paints,  Wallpaper 
and  Electrical  Goods 

come  to 

FRANK  L.  WHITCOMB 

AMHERST  THEATRE  BUILDING 


Com  pliments  of  \ 

GULF  SERVICE  STATION  I 

Com  pliments  of  = 

R.  B.  HOWLETT  I 

DEALER  IN  j 

Flour,  Grain,  Feed  and  Farm  Supplies  i 

Com  pliments  of  § 

HARVEY’S  MARKET  j 


WE  ARE  READY  — with  all  the  good  = 
things  you  want  i 

— with  suggestions  for  all  occasions  : 

— with  the  lowest  possible  prices  = 
consistent  with  good  merchandising 

LOUIS’  DELICATESSEN 
MUSANTE  FLOWER  SHOP  | 

When  in  need  of  flowers  try 

MUSANTE’S  _ 1 

Tel.  1028-W  ::  Res.  1028-R  j 

The  CLARK  BEAUTY  STUDIO  [ 

" The  Rendezvous  of  the  Well-Groomed”  \ 
4 NORTH  PROSPECT  ST.  Tel.  850  j 


| AMHERST  LAUNDRY  CO. 

INCORPORATED 

I QUALITY  FIRST 

SUITS  PRESSED  40  CENTS 
i Telephone  3-W 

= 11  East  Pleasant  Street  ::  Amherst 

AMHERST  THEATRE 

| AMHERST,  MASS. 

\ Where  the  Fetter  Pictures  Arc  Shown 

MATINEES  AT  2 P.  M. 

EVENINGS  CONTINUOUS  FROM  6:30 
i SUNDAYS  CONTINUOUS  2 P.  M.  TO  10:30  P.  M. 

I Phone  810 


\ The  Best  in  Drug  Store  Service 
{ The  Best  in  Drug  Store  Merchandise 

| HENRY  ADAMS  COMPANY 

THE  REXALL  STORE 

I 5 SO.  PLEASANT  STREET,  AMHERST 

I For  DEPENDABLE  FUEL 

and  PROMPT  SERVICE 

Phone  20 

j C.  R.  E L D E R 

| AMHERST  ::  MASSACHUSETTS 


GRANGE  GROCERY  STORE  j 

DEALERS  IN  \ 

QUALITY  GROCERIES  j 

The  Best  In  Foods  \ 

GRIGGS,  INC. 

Fine  Furniture,  Rugs  \ 

Glenwood  Stoves  and  Frigidaires  j 

AMHERST,  MASS.  : : Telephone  16  j 

JACKSON  & CUTLER 

Dealers  in  j 

DRY  AND  FANCY  GOODS  j 

READY  - TO  - WEAR  \ 

AMHERST  ::  MASSACHUSETTS  j 

JAMES  A.  LOWELL 

Book  Seller  j 

BOOKS  and  STATIONERY  j 


Ofutograpb 
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